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CHELSEA SIRICO is an English major and music enthusiast 
who can usually be found playing guitar, singing, or writing 
poetry. She aspires to travel the world while exploring different 
varieties of foreign cuisine along the way. She is currently plan- 
ning her next trip, a month traveling through Italy with her 
roommates. In the meantime, she is trying to quell her intense 
fear of flying. This nature lover also loves her dog, Tony, who 
she deems to be the best cuddle partner ever. 
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JONATHAN GULO enjoys the dichotomous dynamic of be- 
ing a Mechanical Engineering major who holds a certificate 
in Filmmaking. He grew up in Jersey Gity, has an affinity for 
good beer, good food, and traveling around anywhere and ev- 
erywhere on his ever-trusty bicycle. This past summer, he left 
his bike in the states to travel abroad to Europe, embarking on 
a mini Euro-cation where he stayed in hostels and met some 
of the greatest people ever. He hopes to one day procure a job 
that will allow him travel around the world, hopefully with his 
bike in tow. 
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TYLER SPRINGSTEEN is a Jersey kid (born in Rumson, 
home of NYC-adjacent champions) who is currently major- 
ing in Journalism and Media Studies. When he’s not too busy 
being more evolved than everyone he meets, he’s doing cool 
things and liking things that are “cool.” He plans to become a 
music journalist and photographer, but for now, you can read 
his work in these very pages, and check out his photography on 
tylerspringsteen.tumblr.com. If you wanna get on his good side, 
talk to him about Two Door Cinema Club, or bribe him with 
a trip to the beach. 
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ets write some haikus. Let's talk about things that 
people don't want to talk about. Let's discuss the 
lost art of mix CDs, your relationship with your fa- 
ther, how much you hate your job, and how insanely 
weird it 1s to date someone through the internet. Let's recog- 
nize those who aren't “the typical college student": the people 
who don't drink, who try to stay healthy, who go to the mu- 
seum for fun, who enjoy talking about “real people" issues. 
It’s about time we take ownership of the unpleas- 
ant and the unfamiliar. This 1ssue explores Cyprus, foreign 
films, the military, and the inevitable “gray area.” It ad- 
dresses the influence of our parents, the forgotten numbers 
in our phone books, the human condition, and how afraid 


we are to go against the norm. It addresses life beyond col- 
lege: a life filled with work and outside influence and judg- 
ment and people that aren't just like you and me. In rec- 


ognizing the unpleasant and unfamiliar, we become more 
than self-centered millenials; although we are influenced 
> 5 

by what surrounds us, we sure as hell aren't defined by it. 
We're simply lost and figuring it out, and sometimes we 
get nervous when we leave our iPods on shuffle in public. 
Let's all remember that there's life beyond our com- 
fort zone. We're college kids; we feel how we feel when we 
feel it. But beyond college, there's a real world, and it's ready 
) 5% , ) 

for us. But here's the bigger question: are we ready for 1t? 
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IS THERE 
SINCERITY IN 
IRONY? 


BY GIOIA KENNEDY 


ir liane 


When I arrived at Rutgers my freshman year, I was 
proud of my taste in music. I was seventeen and scorned 
everything that was on the radio. I prided myself on the 
fact that I listened to Pink Floyd, The Beatles, The Shins, 
Tegan and Sara, The Arctic Monkeys, tUnE-y ArDs, Bob 
Dylan, The XX, and a myriad of other classic rock or 
"indie" artists. My “sophisticated” taste in music would 
face a complete overhaul when my Korean roommate 
introduced me to the world of Korean Pop. At first I 
found myself looking up YouTube videos of 2NE1 and 
Big Bang to make fun of their dance routines and bro- 
ken English. But, suddenly, I was hooked. I found myself 
anticipating the next 2NE1 single and memorizing their 
dance moves in the comfort of my dorm room. When 
did I change from liking K-Pop ironically to legitimately 
enjoying their music? I’m not sure, but I think my expe- 
rience with K-Pop marks an experience my fellow “mil- 
lennials” can relate to. This trend of ironic fascination, 
whether it leads to genuine admiration or not, reflects 
an interesting facet of what it means to be a young adult 
today: our uncertainty and insecurity when it comes to 
admitting our likes and dislikes. 

Sometimes there is no other way to put it: the world 
and society we live in is pretty fucked up. From the time 
we were in grade school we’ve been told we’re going 
places. My childhood was characterized by a sticker for 
every spelling test, regardless of the grade I received. It 
didn’t take me long to realize the “MVP” award I kept 
getting every year in soccer didn’t really mean I was the 

“most valuable player” and instead insinuated “Great 
job! You don’t suck as much as you did three months 
ago!” It was strange growing up in this world of false 
assurances while coping with the underlying uneasiness 
that there was criticism in the praise I was receiving. In 
conjunction with the unwarranted praise we received 
as kids, we saw our parents facing the one of the worst 
economies in recent histories. I know I witnessed a de- 
feated father who lost his job and faced unemployment 
for two years. Alongside this, we were told going to col- 
lege and getting an education was the best option for our 
future, despite the fact the decision to go on to further 
education should have had larger reasoning behind it 
besides, “Well everyone else is doing it.” 
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OUR IRONIC 


NATURE TRULY 
REFLECTS WHAT 
> IT MEANS TO ВЕ 
neka А “MILLENNIAL.” 


Our parents, the 
baby boomer gen- 
eration, perceive our 
disillusionment as ap- 


ambition and inability 

to choose a career path. But the larger truth of the mat- 
ter is more simple and, also, more terrifying: I'm fucking 
scared. And I think this fear pervades the lives of many 
young adults. Why would I set my heart on a certain 
profession after graduation when I face one of the most 
unforgiving job markets? 

This question brings me back to my original point, 
the fact that our ironic nature truly reflects what it 
means to be a “millennial.” We choose to like things we 
know are tacky, like the handlebar mustache or the shirt 
filled with angry cat designs, because we know it’s ugly 
but we can take ownership of its hideousness. We can 
be the first to say “This is lame, but I’m going to fucking 
rock it." In taking ownership of something that's untra- 
ditional or unsightly we take the fear out of being judged 
for it or rejected because we're the first to recognize it. It 
provides comfort to be able to take control of this aspect 
of our lives when at so many turns we feel like we're 
being hit with signs that we're not good enough. It's our 
protective armor against the harsh world we face after 
graduation. 

The downfall with the irony of young adult tastes is 
the ultimately confusing and ambivalent character they 
give us. Sometimes I feel like Pm losing myself in the 
ironic things I like, and I pine for sincerity. I legitimately 
fear waking up one morning when Im twenty-seven and 
wondering why I have fifteen cat tattoos. On the other 
hand, it’s a facet of our culture I like just because Гт а 
part of it. There must be some middle road we can walk. 
Instead of constantly fearing the possibility of rejection 
I think we should choose when to stare it straight in the 
face. Sometimes, we should all figuratively scream at the 
top of our lungs how much we fucking love K-Pop. @ 
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DAIUVING 


MY YOUTH 


AWA 


BY KSENIYA NADTOCHIY 


The age-old collegiate adage is that commuting sucks. We’ve 
heard all the reasons before: tedious driving, limited social 
life, controlling parents, and worst of all, you can’t take naps 
in the middle of the day. What bothers me most is the ut- 
ter disconnect between myself and my parents. Every time 
I come home, my youth slowly starts to drain out of me. Let 
me clarify: I love my parents and I am extremely lucky to have 
them. However, they live the lifestyle of an overworked, old 
couple who find peace of mind on the couch in front of the 
television. It’s a rinse and repeat cycle of going to work, com- 
ing home, and doing chores all weekend. It’s a routine that I 
became accustomed to because I lived that way throughout 
high school. Once I came to college though, I learned that the 
only thing routine about it is the workload. 

A college campus is a universe far away from the real 
world. It’s a giant bubble where adult responsibilities evade 
us; where day drinking is a celebration of warm weather, and 
where complete strangers instantly become best friends. A 
college campus is also an environment that fosters growth, 
maturity, idealism, and passion. We are not yet hardened by 
the mundane challenges of the real world; but we are also not 
wide-eyed young children anymore. We are yearning to find 
our place in society, but are glad to be around other lost souls 
who haven’t found their true calling. When you step on campus, 
it’s like you’re temporarily protected from impending adult- 
hood. It’s okay to make mistakes: skipping class is forgivable, 
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A COLLEGE 
CAMPUS IS ል 
ама, UNIVERSE FAR 
часи is ois AWAY FROM THE 
REAL WORLD. 


memory years 
College students are also dreamers; they believe that they will 


down the line. 


be able to accomplish everything and anything just by sheer 
willpower. When Рт on campus, I also believe everything will 
turn out okay in the end. 

But once I go home, that confidence starts to turn into 
crippling self-doubt. My parents worry too much about me, 
they worry too much about the economy. They exhaust them- 
selves working so they can provide us with a stable, comfort- 
able home, but they think they can never stop working. As 
much as I appreciate and love all that they've done for me, 
they have instilled a fear in me: a fear of straying from the 
path, a fear of putting off adulthood. It's like Pm pressured 
into being a responsible, hardworking, money-conscious 
adult. My world turns practical, and my thoughts stray from 
the starry-eyed dreams of the future. Now I understand that 
I have to keep my feet planted firmly on the ground, and be 
prepared for the inevitable reality, but not at the expense of 
my idealism. After all, I am still a college student and, un- 
like my 48-year old parents, my head is still firmly planted in 
youth, dreams, and optimism. @ 


HELP WANIED: 
DEAD-END JOB 


W0RDS BY AMANDA MATTEO 
PHOTO BY JONATHAN GULO 


Have you ever worked a job that made 
you want to bash your head into a wall? 

A dead-end position with no hope for 
advancement, with even less hope that 
your boss will say hi to you when you 
walk through the door? And have you ever 
stayed at this job for years, sacrificing 
social events for so long that your friends 
stop expecting you to show up at all? 


I QUIT MINE LAST WEEK. 


I worked at a shitty New Brunswick nightclub. Ра just 
gotten my bartending license and hoped that one day Га be 
able to bartend, raking in hundreds of dollars wearing rela- 
tively sexy clothing and loving my job, slinging drinks for all 
my regulars. They hired me and said Га train for bartending 
within the first week, and I couldn't contain my enthusiasm. 

Fast forward to 18 months later: Pm a coat check girl 
and (occasional) cocktail waitress, serving pigs in a blanket 
to snotty 16-year-olds and little Abigail Weinstein's 85-year- 
old grandmother and hanging up the snow-covered 50-pound 
leather jackets of cranky members of what we lovingly called 

“New Brunswick's finest." My carpal tunnel had never been 
worse and ГА leave shifts without the capacity to use my feet, 
with only my shift pay in my pocket, but hardly any of my 
dignity. Га run up and down that same godforsaken flight of 
steps with fifteen coats over my arm, hoping I wouldn't fall 
or—sometimes—hoping I would so that maybe I could leave 
and never, ever come back again. 

The plight of “the dead-end job” is a phenomenon expe- 
rienced by many, especially college kids. Out of desperation 
and blind optimism, we take on jobs that seem promising and 
quickly realize that they were only offered to us in the first 
place because no one else in their right mind wanted them. 
And then we feel violated, realizing that the employer knew 
this and simply preyed upon our naivety and willingness to 
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work for less pay than our post-grad competition—and what's 
worse, they don’t care if you quit because they know they’ll 
find another equally naive replacement as soon as you walk 
out of the door. 

The reclamation of my own legitimacy as a worker oc- 
curred as soon as I realized that I could do better. Recog- 
nizing my own worth and finally just breaking free allowed 
me to no longer be a slave to the under-the-table mon- 
ey in my pocket. Never again would I be called into work 
one hour before the shift began. Never again would I be 
shunned to coat check, while girls with not even one-third 
of my experience raked in hundreds of dollars a night pop- 
pin’ bottles after a week of employment, having the nerve 
to ask me “oh wait, are you new here?” Never again would 
I say no to parties, sacrifice schoolwork for shift pay, or feel 
worthless when my boss didn’t acknowledge my presence. 
Ultimately, my boss never replied to my “I think I’m quitting” 
voicemail. She found a replacement and didn’t even say good- 
bye to an employee who'd been fiercely loyal for two years. I 
was Just a stand-in for the many innocent girls that would take 
my job in the future, and you know what? 

I'm better than that. 

And so аге you. @ 
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IHAVE NEVER 
IN MY LIFE BEEN 
DRUNK OR HIGH. 


Saying this makes me seem somewhat boring but it's 
true. It was only a few years back when I started to 
consider myself a straight edge. The phrase straight 
edge has many different connotations, ranging from 
abstaining from alcohol and recreational drugs, to 
refraining from casual sex, to following a vegetarian 
or vegan diet. For me, it's just about the first two. 

Deciding not to drink was a personal decision 
that I made before coming to Rutgers. I knew that this 
university was a huge party school and I wondered 
how I would be able to survive socially. Well, I did 
it. I made 1t this far and now, as a senior in my final 
semester, I have learned a few things about living the 
straight edge life. 

My friends know that I don't let my soberness 
stand in the way of having fun. While I don't consider 
myself a party animal, I still enjoy the typical college 
activities. I have been going to house parties, bars, and 
clubs for a while now and I always have a great time. 
People assume that you need to be drunk or “buzzed” 
in order to enjoy yourself at these events, but I discov- 
ered that this 1s not true. Simply socializing, dancing, 
and making connections with others has allowed me 
to go home with a smile on my face each time. 

Early in my college career I avoided the night life 
that went on at Rutgers, but as the semesters went by 
I became bored. I gave in and started “going out.” To 
my surprise, I had a blast without the use of alcohol or 
any other substances. My whole outlook on my social 
life had essentially changed. Even though liquor was 
everywhere, its presence didn't bother me and I was 
able to enjoy myself. Alcohol was not the source of my 
fun; it was those around me that made these experi- 
ences worthwhile. The people I have gone out with, 
as well as the new individuals I met along the way, 
are the reasons why it 1s possible for me to maintain a 
positive outlook and uphold my morals. 

The whole point of living is to make sure that you 
are happy and that you are making the decisions that 
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lead to this end. I can definitely say that I am a happy 
person overall and do not regret choosing to follow 
the straight edge life. Sometimes I feel that people, 
including myself, can be easily manipulated and end 
up losing a part of ourselves that make us unique. If 
someone changes themselves for those around them, 
they will only experience fleeting happiness. We know 
ourselves better than anyone else, so don't think that 
other people necessarily know what is best for you. 

I am not trying to advocate for a world with- 
out alcohol or drugs nor am I not trying to tell people 
how they should live their lives. I simply believe it is 
important to realize that not following the norm is 
perfectly fine. When we go out, we can become en- 
tranced in this sort of social bubble where we feel like 
we need to act as if we are willing to do anything so 
that we don't face ridicule. We are inclined to “go with 
the flow” and avoid being a thorn in anyone’s side. If 
you want to get totally wasted then get totally wasted, 
but make sure you are doing it because you actually 
want to, and not because your friends want to see how 
many shots you can handle before you pass out. 


DON'T WORRY 
ABOUT FITTING IN. 


This sounds very “high school” but it still applies 

to our college years. I haven't been “fitting in” my 
entire adult life and I turned out perfectly fine. You 
don't need to fit in in order to form relationships, 
because I have made many friends throughout the 
years without sacrificing my morals. Don't worry 
about being judged. Everyone judges everyone based 
on looks, personality, and other factors. Learning not 
to care what others think of you is the best way to 
live. Being different might turn some people off but 
it definitely will not push everyone away. Although 

I have gotten a bunch of weird looks when I have 
rejected that red Solo cup, I am never worried about 
how I appear to others. Whether you're a straight 
edge or not it’s always good to understand both sides 
of Ше story. @ 
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eat 


I have fallen head-over-heels 
HEALTH for healthy grub. My mother 


is a nurse, so she understands 
WORDS BY ALEXA WYBRANIEC 
PHOTO BY MICHELLE CHEN 


“healthy”, but she can’t cook to 
save her life. Her lunches are a 
mix of salad greens or (to my 
horror) a Lean Cuisine. My father has run the New 
York City Marathon twice, but you’d never know it by 
looking at him. He’s a little overweight and has a myr- 
iad of health problems, including high cholesterol. His 
midnight Klondike bar doesn’t help. Meanwhile, my 
brothers are Taco Bell and McDonald's fiends. Some- 
times I look around the dinner table on Pizza Fridays 
and shake my head. How did I end up in this family? I 
had to develop a taste of my own. 

Spring break in Morocco was a turning point for 
my life—and my palate. My roommate and I were 
hyped about riding a camel, but when that fell through, 
our tour guide offered us camel burgers in Fes. When 
our waitress came with our order, I smelled them be- 
fore I saw them. ‘Two lumpy, slightly charred burgers 
plopped in front of our growling stomachs. Each one 
was encased in regional bread, topped with ched- 
dar cheese, lettuce, and onions. I dove in, mouth first, 
surprised at how tough the meat was. It was fantasti- 
cally prepared, and must have been cooked with some 
African spices unbeknownst to me. From there, I was 
hooked. I wanted to try everything. The foodie inside 
me had been awakened. 

When I returned to New Jersey, I began seeking out 
the hidden gems of Hillsborough. I entered the farm- 
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er’s market for the first time. I discovered La Costenita, 


a miniature Mexican kitchen, and talked at length with 
the owner of the store (a lively little lady from Oaxaca). 
Over the summer, I convinced my mom and grandpar- 
ents that Montreal would be a better choice for our Au- 
gust vacation than Miami. There, I promised myself to 
try a new French-Canadian food every day. On the first 
night, I ate duck and goat cheese at a quaint French 
café in the Latin Quarter. My grandma beamed at my 
adventurousness. My mom, eating chicken, looked hor- 
rified. 

And then I was back in New Brunswick. I was so 
stressed on my first day of sophomore year, trying to 
juggle a job as an editor at The Daily Targum (which 
quickly became full-time, 40-hour weeks) with a regu- 
lar course-load and (an occasional) social life. I ran six 
miles for the first time and suddenly I developed an- 
other craving. In March, ГЇЇ be running my first half- 
marathon. In preparation, I try to ignore the snow, hit 
the rock wall as often as possible, and keep my refriger- 
ator stocked with fruits and veggies. I only get a quarter 
of the fridge to work with, so I play Tetris in there. It 
can be hard eating healthy in the greasy pizza pit that 
is New Brunswick. It can be hard eating healthy just 
being in college. Yet, I have a httle voice in my head 
that keeps me on point. As my tastes evolve and my feet 
run faster, I need to find healthy choices that reject my 
Plain Jane upbringing. 

I need food that can keep up with me. @& 


ARTS & ENTERTAINMENT 


THE PHENOMENON BEHIND 
PORTRAITURE 


WORDS BY ARIELLE SCHILLING 
SELFIES BY ANDY WARHOL... 


Portraits are everywhere. From famous photographs in muse- 
ums to the hundreds of “selfies” in our phones, we can't escape 
the influence of the portrait. The very idea that we can capture 
a person—as a unique individual, one of billions throughout 
the world—in a simple image, is one that is so complex that 
we tend to take it for granted. Portraits are one of the most 
powerful and effective forms of visual communication, wheth- 
er it be through cherishing our loved ones, remembering his- 
torical figures, or advertising beauty and fame. Whether we are 
aware of it or not, portraits have had an enormous impact on 
society as we know it. 

This very impact is what is examined and explored in one 
of the newest exhibitions in the Zimmerli Art Museum: Strik- 
ing Resemblance: The Changing Art of Portraiture. The col- 
lection includes paintings, photographs, sculpture, print media, 
film, and video, ranging from 1800 to present. The work is 
compiled from several different sources, including the Zim- 
merli's own collection and loans from private and public col- 
lections. 

The exhibition explores three different types of portraits: 
individual ones, double-person ones, and group ones. The in- 
dividual portrait pictures a single person, and the compilation 
is arranged in a way where each work can be compared and 
contrasted to the others. Conversely, the double-person por- 
traits consist of two people typically side-by-side, and are ex- 
amined on an isolated basis with no comparison. The viewer is 
encouraged to examine each work holistically, identifying the 
similarities and differences between the two people pictured 
in each one. As for the group portraits, observations are made 
based on tension, where the viewer examines which individu- 
als tend to fit in and which ones tend to stand out. 

All three areas are observed in terms of face, full figure, 
and fragments, and the works are done in many different styles 
in addition to mediums. All pieces support the common belief 
that the portrait is a representation of a single, unique person, 
whether it be an individual self, one of a unique two, or one 
of a group. 

The exhibition was unveiled on January 25th, and will be 
on display in the Voorhees Gallery of the museum until July 
13th. For anyone interested in art, photography, or simply the 
phenomenon behind the “portrait,” this exhibition is a must- 
see. In addition to displaying beautifully tailored work, this 
exhibition is one that will really make you think. фу 


a selfie in a selfie 
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FOREIGN FILMS ARE A TOUGH SELL. Why? You'll give me 
one reason and one reason only: “Because I don't want 
to read.” Just think about that answer. Is there any other 
activity on Earth you could legitimately get out of by 
saying ^Ughhhh I don't want to read” without looking 
like a real tit? (I tried that on the SAT and look where 
I am now!) But really, it is the intellectual equivalent of 
saying "Ughhhh I don't want to have sex, I'm tired" to 
your significant other. If Pm lying, Гт dying. 

Think about it. You are missing out on some of the 
greatest films of all time, just because you don't want to 
glance at a few subtitles at the bottom of the screen. You 
aren't going to a bar because the list of beer is too long, 
but if you had gone, you would have met the mother/ 
father/aardvark of your children. Yes, this 1s meant as 
a direct attack on you. But fret not, I am merciful and 
forgiving. I will show you the way. 

The first reason you should watch these gems is that 
you'll seem super smart, and make out with way more 
English majors. I’m just kidding...more like poli sci. But 
anyway. Each year the Academy Award for Best Foreign 
Language Film has five nominees, and out of the ones 
I've seen, a good percentage of them are Just as good as 
whatever wins Best Picture that year. So ГЇЇ give you a 
viewing list of movies from all over the world I would 
give at least 4 out of 5 stars. Think of it as a wine tour. 
Some are extremely popular; some only exist on VHS in 
a cave in the Middle East. Some are old, some are new, 
but they all offer something different. 

ГЇЇ start you off with a light appetizer to whet your 
palate: The Trip from the U.K. It follows comedians 
Steve Coogan and Rob Brydon (playing exaggerated 
versions of themselves) as they go on an eating tour 
across Northern England. Coogan is womanizing and 
pretentious, Brydon seems like the best person in his- 
tory to be stuck on a deserted island with, and they both 
drive each other crazy along their journey. It is real, hi- 
larious, heartbreaking, touching, beautiful, and is one of 
the few movies like Groundhog Day that cuts to the core of 
being human in such an accessible way. The sequel will 
be out in a few months. It is in English AND on Netflix. 
No excuses. 

Next, I have for you two Spanish language films. 
The Secrets in Their Eyes is an Argentinian crime-mystery- 
thriller that is in the same vein as The Girl With the Dragon 
Tattoo. A retired lawyer/criminal investigator looks back 
on his life at the one case that always bothered him, 
trying to piece everything together. Flashbacks, sever- 
al excellent love stories, an endearing alcoholic, and a 
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tracking shot as intricate and thrilling as any ever filmed, 
Secrets will leave you as satisfied as finding a $100 bill 
on the street. The other, The Skin I Live In, is crafted by 
auteur Pedro Almodovar, and follows a doctor trying to 
create the perfect skin, immune to disease and fire. It’s 
an interesting thriller in that there are no jump scares, 
but the payoff and atmosphere throughout make it ut- 
terly mortifying. 

Also on our world tour, I have two German selec- 
tions. The Lives of Others is the story of a man working 
for the German government before the fall of the Berlin 
Wall, who becomes emotionally invested in the family 
he spies on via microphone every day. Wings of Desire 1s 
the tale of two angels who travel around Berlin, observ- 
ing the world, until one of them falls in love with a circus 
girl and decides that he wants to be human. 

I've also selected three gems from Japan. The coun- 
try 1s trendy these days, so this should be an easier sell. 
First, Spirited Away. A modern classic that couldn't be 
more worthy of a revisit, Hayao Miyazaki’s masterpiece 
is a mix of Japanese folklore and Alice in Wonderland, fol- 
lowing a little girl's adventures through a spirit world. It 
also features my favorite film soundtrack, and might just 
be my favorite movie. 

Another Japanese masterpiece is Akira Kurosawa's 
Tkiru. A selfish, bloodsucking government bureaucrat 
is given a few months to live. Rather than immediate- 
ly turning into a saint like you might think, he hunts 
around for an answer to his nasty existence. He finds 
an answer when you least expect it—and then the film 
takes an unexpected turn for the second half, changing 
its narrative completely. Should be required viewing for 
every human. 

My final Japanese pick is Departures. Best Foreign 
Language Oscar winner 2009. The main character is a 
cellist in a down-on-its-luck symphony orchestra. When 
the orchestra closes, he looks for new employment, an- 
swering an ad in the paper for “Departures,” thinking 
he'll be hired as a travel agent. To his surprise, he is 
hired as an apprentice to a mortician. The kicker is that 
to this day, Japanese culture frowns heavily upon work- 
ing with the dead. Touching, hilarious, beautiful, and 
the end will bring a tear to your eye. 

Just give one of these a shot. You have the Spence 
Seal of Approval that every one of these movies has the 
potential to be one of your new favorites. g 
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A MILITARY TOUR DE FORCE 


WORDS BY ERICA M. SZKOLA 
ILLUSTRATION BY JORDAN WASON 


There are those who fight for a better future and 
there are those who fight to be free. Inspired 
military films have tugged at our emotions time 
and time again— sometimes for the courage and 
strength shown by these soldiers, but oftentimes 
for the horrific and violent turn of events as well. 
Yet despite the heart-wrenching scenes depicted in 
these films, the impact I imagined they would have 
had on recruitment wasn't exactly as I expected. 

For instance, Lone Survivor, a film released in 
December 2013 which would grow to have major 
box office success, was based on the real-life story 
of four Navy SEALs on a mission in Afghani- 
stan that went haywire after the 
Taliban ambushed them in the 
mountains. From the very begin- 
ning, you grow attached to these 
men, the everyday challenges they 
face, and the lives that they share 
with each other and with their 
families. As it continued, my emo- 
tions were rapid. Looking around, 
seeing the tears trickling down the faces of my fel- 
low moviegoers, feeling angry, sad, and confused, I 
couldn't understand why anyone would sign up to 
do such a task. Surely movies like this would make 
our younger generation change their mind about 
enlisting, right? Yet, the theater was silent. 

After having seen Lone Survivor for the second 
time, I got in touch with a few friends currently in 
the military that I was in my high school NJROTC 
program with. However, the responses I received 
were enürely unexpected. “She cried the entire 
time," Corporal Jason Soto said. “I took my girl- 
friend to see Lone Survivor and 1t didn't take long 
for her to rush out of the theater. I knew it was 
because she projected me in those situations." 
Hearing this story, it was easy to identify with Cpl. 
Soto's girlfriend, until suddenly he shifted. “The 
movie didn't push me away though," he said. “It 
made me fecl guilty. It actually motivated me to 


PEOPLE WANTED 
TO ENLIST, BUT 
FOR A HIGHER 

PURPOSE 


want to train and work harder." Cpl. Soto, a for- 
mer recruiter's assistant, was recently diagnosed 
with chronic asthma and has been struggling with 
the uncertainty of his career in the Marine Corps. 
“Movies like this,” he said, “give civilians the ability 
to see that there is much more to the military and 
to people in general than just war.” 

As I spoke to more of my friends, I began to 

see a pattern in their stories. “Movies like Lone 
Survivor make you realize how much you take for 
granted in the states,” said Fabian Rivera, a former 
Marine. “When you only have the soldier to the 
left and to the right of you, those soldiers become 
your family. They become the only 
people you can talk to, confide in 
and give your all to. You will never 
have a connection like the bond 
you form with those people, ever.” 
It was then that it hit me. Films like 
Lone Survivor weren't having a nega- 
tive impact on recruitment. In fact, 
they were having the opposite effect. 
People wanted to enlist, but for a higher purpose: 
in serving our country, they fight for the freedom 
of this country and for their family. 

It’s safe to say that any emotions toward the 
military are based solely on the individual. “These 
types of movies motivate individuals that tend to 
be highly motivated and want to serve their coun- 
try,” wrote Gunnery Sergeant Shelby Smith. “On 
the reverse side, these movies are so aggressive in 
nature.” The aggressiveness that was mentioned 
by Sergeant Smith is what ultimately has an effect 
on moviegoers such as myself. However, after hav- 
ing seen the film for the second time and hearing 
other perspectives, perhaps there is more to a sol- 
dier’s tale than one would think. gy 
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BY ANONYMOUS 


I was granted the nicety of her cutting all of the 
dreaded ritualistic online smalltalk bullshit and in- 
sisting, due to our geographic proximity, that we 
meet up for coffee and smoking. Ideal. So I get into 
a complete stranger's car at midnight. We acknowl- 
edge the lack of options and approach a date full of 
inevitable awkwardness, my relentless (off-putting) 
eye contact, and ranting about psychology. Diners 
are a perfect place to sit across from someone and 
size them up. Nothing else happens. It's a letdown 
when nothing happens because OkCupid meet- 
ups generally function under the unsaid assump- 
tion that they'll be ending in sex. When nothing 
else happens, you ask yourself what you did wrong. 
But then she texts you again. Somehow you didn't 
repulse her. Maybe you even charmed her. She 
wants to see you. You let the awkward keep flow- 
ing in the hope that it will soon dissipate. But it 
doesn't, because you both forget where you parked, 
almost losing her car on the streets of Philadelphia. 
Never underesümate the heightened de- 
liberation of a date. For analytic folk such as myself, 
every aspect and every moment are monumentally 
telling. I proceed to note how she takes her coffee 
and how she reacts when I make a cringe-worthy 
joke. You have to play into how contrived the whole 
thing is and stop taking yourself so seriously. You 
don't actually know this stranger whose company 
you are in, whose car you are now sitting 1n, some- 
how on a back and forth show-and-tell of mean- 
ingful music. In what can only be described as a 
glorious synchronized moment of connectivity, to 
the tune of Linda Perhacs’ “Chimicum Rain”, she 
kisses you. Insecurities about her thinking you're 
this dorky five-foot little shit of a person don’t mat- 
ter much. 
Then it becomes a race to see who can care 
the least. You aim to appear disinterested, and so 
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does she; it’s the game you both play because you 
agreed to keep things casual. Then she texts you, 
telling you how you've impacted her. Your pres- 
ence has meant something. You find yourself car- 
ing tremendously for someone you should only be 
feeling casual about, but casual caring doesn’t exist 
in reality. Connectivity blooms beyond control. 

Pleasantly, you gain appreciation for the some- 
thing which was made from nothing. Though you 
don’t believe in a deterministic world, you wonder 
what fate-like forces brought about such beauty. 
With excitement for the shared experiences to 
come, you bring her into your world. You’re fucked 
up at a shitty College Ave party, backed up into 
an actual corner when you acknowledge that you 
love her even though you swore to yourself you 
wouldn’t let it slip out. She loves you too. You knew 
that. It comes together just as sappy as it sounds. 

Herein lies the point of my words: the online 
dating process is shit, with many, “Hey, what’s 
up?” messages left unanswered. Sometimes it will 
be a mediocre fuck on an elementary school play- 
ground with someone you'll never see again, but 
who will follow you on all of your social media sites. 

Use my successful experience as fuel for your 
own. Online dating exists as a platform to find peo- 
ple in this insanely impersonal world. On lonely 
nights, we ask how anyone meets anyone anyway. 
When you resign to it, saying fuck it to the written- 
in-the-stars narrative of it all, you can facilitate ex- 
perience. 
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BY KATHERINE SCHNEIDER 


I was on my way home one day when I got а of flaming heart gifs and that song that goes 
text from a guy who was in one of my classes, “What 1s love? Baby don't hurt me” on auto- 
vaguely telling me to check my email. I didn’t play. He had photoshopped a fake AC/DC 
think it was a big deal, but when І got home I ticket and asked me to go to see them play 
saw that he had emailed me a link to a website. with him. Unfortunately Гт not an AC/DC 
This wasn't just any old website, but a site that fan, so I had to turn him down. 

he had built that was completely dedicated to 

asking me on a date. It featured a background 
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BY SABRINA DEL PIANO 


Once upon a time, a nineteen-year-old girl 
spent the summer with her family in Italy. Lit- 
tle did she know that one night at a bar would 
change her life forever. His name was Marco 
and he lived in a little town called Agropoh. 
The two spent all their time together sightsee- 
ing on the back of his Vespa and eating pizza 
and gelato. Too soon, summer was over and 
the girl had to go back home to the United 
States. They never saw each other again. 
Thirteen years later, after going through a ter- 
rible divorce, the girl decided to join Facebook. 
One day, a tiny red notification popped up on 
her friend requests. It was Marco. She accept- 
ed, and right away the two reconnected and 
it was like the summer of 95 all over again. 


ee 


Friend Requests 


After countless hours of phone calls, Skyp- 
ing, and Facebooking, the two began to travel 
back and forth, allowing their long distance 
relationship to develop. They would meet in 
Amsterdam, Barcelona, Berlin, and of course 
New Jersey. Two years later, he proposed. 
This past November, they welcomed their sec- 
ond child. The mystery girl, whose life I firmly 
believe should be adapted as a Lifetime movie, 
is none other than my sister Bonnie. And I 
am so glad that she was able to have her own 
“happily ever after.” 
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BY SARAH ВЕТН KAYE 


How do you know that two people are compatible? 
Is it because they listen to the same music, because 
they both double-knot their shoes, or because they 
are both so insufferably annoying that you couldn't 
imagine them with anyone else except for each oth- 
er? I adore this guy, and he says he adores me back, 
but is this real life? 

It’s a hard question to answer, and one I am not 
confident in saying I know. Many rom-coms have 
tried to approach it, but no one’s ever stood outside 
my window with a boombox. How does one know 
it’s love without the dramatic gestures and Peter 
Gabriel soundtrack? 

Like probably any twenty-year-old ever, I de- 
cided to take to the Internet to find out. 

OKCupid, the fastest growing free dating site 
for singles, makes it a priority to match you up with 
people you don’t know because science and math 
said that you two would fall in love. I’m pretty sure 
I’m in love, but it’s good to check right? 

I filled out a profile and asked my boyfriend 
to do it as well, in the NAME OF SCIENCE! We 
didn’t tell each other anything that we were writing 
and pretended that we didn’t know each other at all. 

OKCupid profiles are a lot more work than I 
originally thought. I filled out basic facts such as 
my ethnicity (white), my star sign (Gemini, but it 
doesn’t matter), and my body type (average). I also 
answered complex open-ended questions such as 
the six things I can’t live without (glitter nail polish 
made the list) and what I’m most afraid of (escala- 
tors). My boyfriend’s username reflected his quirky 
love: maps. 

There was a lot of introspection involved. I 
wanted to make myself look cool and together, but 


to also be truthful. This isn’t actually possible. Is 
it funny, in that self-deprecating way, to talk about 
how I have to eat all toaster snacks in sets of fours 
or I get nervous? Is it too early in the game to speak 
of my love of ugly-looking fish? Why, in the name 
of all that’s holy, can I not find an attractive picture 
of myself where I’m not holding alcohol? This is 
harder than it looks. 

Mapdude and I both fully filled out our profiles 
and attached semi-flattering photos of ourselves. 
This is where most dating sites end. But OKCupid, 
with its infinite yenta wisdom, also has a compo- 
nent where you can answer user-posted questions 
such as “Do spelling mistakes annoy you?” or “In 
a certain light, wouldn’t nuclear war be exciting?” 
(That was a dumb question.) The more questions 
you answer, the better chance you have at finding 
your fellow spelling-bee-champ soulmate. 

After roughly 40 minutes of heavy laboring 
over creating the best version of ourselves, we 
checked the stats. 

Drumroll please................ 

90% compatible! Mapdude and I have an A- in re- 
lationships! The Internet authority has claimed our 
partnership to be valid. Even though I explained 
my doubts, I always knew it to be love anyway. 


February | March 2014 THE RUTGERS REVIEW 25 


MUSIC 


FOLLOWING THE BOB 


W0RDS BY TYLER SPRINGSTEEN 
PHOTO BY MICHELLE CHEN 


A few friends and Í set out on a trek through snow and ice 
here on the banks of the ol' Raritan. We veer off College 
Avenue, headir 


' deep into the heart of “off-campus hous- 


ing", anticipating great tunes, good people and tasty drinks. 
The music starts, so we start grooving. The overheated and 
crowded New Brunswick basement is smoky and dark, filled 
with friends who we know and love. The importance 
of this night comes from the man in a green shirt. I can't 
1 who the man in the green shirt is. I don't know him. 

ou must understand “the bob." The bob is 

a concert-specific dance consisting of a simple up and down 


movement of your head, done by show-goers in an effort to 
“feel the music” while still maintaining their concert-cool. This 
is what ninety-nine percent of the crowd does—except for the 
man m the green shirt. He was dancing his ass off in his own 
corner of this dark basement. He did so without a care of 
what people thought about him, despite “the bobbers" star- 
ing him down. His moves were unstoppable: the lawnmower, 
rolling the dice—he had them all. The green-shirted fellow 


was not simply “bobbing”, and so he seemed out of place. 
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basement dancing to the NEXT LEVEL 


The judgment in the room persisted, but he kept on dancing. 

I contend that we can all learn from the green-shirt- 
ed dude. Generally, it's a funny and interesting thing to be in 
public, watching how other people act and respond to certain 
situations. However, the way people alter their own actions in 
an effort to be a part of society 1s sim[ otic, and it needs 
to change. Our society has taught us to act how the major- 
ity acts—and we do so, quite blindly. do it to fit in and 
to be accepted among our peers, foes, friends, and families. 

So here's to you, the green-shirted man going at it in 
the corner of that smelly New Brunswick basement. I praise 
you for going against the bob. Your dance moves leave me 
speechless, jealous, in awe. I want to emulate the man in the 
green shirt yet I am painfully stuck in the middle of the con- 
forming bobbers. We should try to be more like the green- 
shirted man. Sooner or later, I hope that we can put a stop 
to the bobbing bullshit so we get down and groove in the way 
that we, as individuals, deem nec ry. All praise the green- 


shirted man. © 


MY FIRST TIME WAS AT THE AGE OF SIXTEEN: UNCLASPING THE 
PLASTIC, GAZING AT THE SHINY, CIRCULAR FIXTURE, WATCHING 
RAINBOW SPECTRUMS BOUNCE OFF ITS SURFACE ONTO THE WALL. 
I recall the delicateness of someone else’s handwriting, the 
craftsmanship and patience. I had been given my first mix 
CD. 


Now, I find myself in an unfamiliar 
and impersonal world. If you want me 
to hear a song you'll post it on my 
Facebook wall. If you want to make 
me a playlist, you'll share it on Spotify. 


Our internet and smartphone 
generation has the ability to access 
music constantly. Current methods 
of sharing music are convenient, but 
they lack the ever-important element 
of personalization. 

If you’ve ever made a mix 
CD for someone, you re familiar with 
the effort that they inherently require. You 
carefully pick out each song and organize the 
arrangement. You remain in control of it all. You 
decide what to title your creation. Should you draw or write 
on the actual CD? Will you include the track listing? 

Mix CDs can be either thematic or random. They 
represent rites of passage or new friendships. No matter 
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what the occasion, or even if there's no occasion at all, a mix 
CD will always be appropriate. They help someone discover 
new songs, or remember and revisit old ones. In later years, 
we listen again and relish in the nostalgia because mix CDs 
never expire (unless they get scratched, snapped, or eaten 
by your dog). Memories and associations linked to mix 

CDs, whether in solitude or in the company of 
others, will always be present. 
If you've given or received a mix CD, you 
know how special they are. The amount of 

time and passion that are put into the task 


of making it are close to unparalleled. 
It's done without computerized 
algorithms or modern science. In 
basic terms, mix CDs are a complexity 
creatively crafted by humans. 

Though we play and share songs via 
every modern device, it is important to 
pay homage to mix CDs, old and new. We 

should continue to give and take mix CDs, 
because the impact they have on a person is 
underestimated. Think back to your first mix CD— 
you'll remember it like it was yesterday. ፈጅ 
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DJ ANXIETY 


WORDS BY BECKY BURLAK 
ILLUSTRATION BY NICOLLE ROCHINO 


Having a conversation with your 
parents 1s not the same as a conver- 
sation with your friends. You use dif- 
ferent words, different slang, and 
With this in 
mind, it’s fair to say that there are 


different mannerisms. 


things you could easily say to one 
group that you wouldn't dream of 
saying to the other Broken down 
further, you can see distinctions in 
the various ways you communicate. 

In a social situation in which 
it is your responsibility to play music, 
you have a duty to figure out which 
gems in your music library are fit- 
üng for the ears of your current 
companions. This conundrum usu- 
ally induces a condition I call *DJ 
Anxiety". Whenever it’s up to me to 
play the tunes, I get extremely flus- 
tered. Even after crossing the first- 
song threshold, seeing that everyone 
is (thankfully) vibing, a responsibil- 
ity to keep it up the nice sounds re- 
mains—at least for a few more songs. 

То cater to my parents’ tastes, 
I actually created a playlist entitled, 
“The Inoffensive Playlist”. Every song 
is fairly calm, usually has soft gui- 
tar or fairy-twinkly sounds, and isn't 
too out-of-the-box. No song on this 
playlist is one you could realistically 
dislike, making it the perfect line-up 
for a drive with the ‘rents, or any oc- 
casion requiring peace and melody. 

That sort of music fails to fly 
if Pm with my guys, Ше friend-group 
where rap and hip-hop are always 
preferred. My appreciation for these 
genres has bloomed since starting my 
college career, but the evidence of this 
does not exist on my iPod. Here, I face 
my biggest onslaught of DJ anxiety, 
for nothing I play will make them con- 


sistently happy. I stick to witch house, 


a sub-genre similar to house music, 
but slower, more vibey, and more 
creepy. It works well in combination 
with rap, so I get away with it, but 
some songs venture into the territory 
teetering on the edge of too strange. 
What if I want strange? It’s my 
iPod plugged in, right? Shouldn’t 
I play what benefits my mood? No. 
There’s an astronomically high 
chance that no one wants to hear 
my grand collection of metal, al- 
ternative rock, or dark cabaret. It 
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won't suit the popular mood, even if 
it has the potential to elevate mine. 

Some find this nervousness 
odd, but I aim not to venture out 
of their comfort zones in order to 
please those around me. They have 
given me the privilege of being DJ: 
bearer of ambience and good vibra- 
tions. When the idea to go against 
this arises, so does my DJ anxiety. So 
naturally, I am more likely to play for 
the public than to subject them to my 
sounds. @ 
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ODE TO FORGOTTEN NUMBERS 


BY JOE DILEO 


"They're all still in there. Deep in the scratched, crusty re- 
cesses of my dumb-phone’s memory rest those half-forgotten 
numbers. Some I recall. Others have faded from my memory, 
if they were even there to begin with. 

If they serve any purpose, they remind me that every now 
and then I shook up the routine and made myself happily 
vulnerable to the spontaneous social situations that spring up 
through the course of a weekend night out. When the new-car 
smell of college wears off, we inevitably settle into grooves with 
like-minded people and then suddenly this enormous college 
becomes a collection of tiny little spheres of existence. 

There are hundreds of these spheres around campus: 
athletes doing athlete stuff, Greek life doing Greek stuff, mot- 
ley collections of 20-somethings who, for the meantime, ex- 
ist solely to smoke a lot of weed, and niches for basically any 
and all types of individuals. All of these spheres exist more or 
less independently because, unlike high school, there can be 
no intimate setting that places everyone under one roof forc- 
ing extended, regular interaction. A sprawling college campus 
shrouds everyone in mass anonymity. Passing or seeing some- 
body on campus provides only a physical, tip-of-the-iceberg 
glimpse into their existence, and that tip is the most we'll ever 
discover about the majority of faces that cross our paths and 
continue right on into their immediate, unknown future. 

Thinking of those numbers, I discovered perhaps just a 
little more. All of those curious names and digits peppering my 
contacts trace back to specific nights lost amongst generic snip- 
pets of memory, nights where suddenly a face in the crowd be- 
comes a person—a human—one who possesses a unique col- 
lection of emotions and experiences that has led thus far to that 
very moment. For that tiny duration you’re overcome by gentle 
curiosity, wondering what brought them here, where they may 
be heading, and if you have any place in that equation. 

If anything, maybe it'll all amount to a few texts exchanged 
the following day before our paths once again part ways into 
the infinite. It's a funny thing how college just throws all of us 
together like pinballs. We'll bounce off of each other in one 
chance encounter and bounce right back in opposite directions. 
The remaining digital exchange fades into obscurity, revisited 
only during mindless scrolls through my contacts on unfulfill- 
ing nights. 

Recollections from my years here always tend to include 
the word some. There is always some night, some house, some 
people all indistinguishable in my memory’s backlog. Yet the 
forgotten numbers show that despite my clouded memory I’ve 
done a lot of drifting through the streets and corners of this 
place, hoping to soak up tidbits of all the vibes and lives sur- 
rounding me—forever there, forever existing. © 
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THE VI NYL As both a psychology student and rabid music fan, I find myself 


excited when I come across an album that does an expert job 


Û 0 U NTD OWN completely capturing a uniquely human emotion or phenomenon. 


BY DALTON MACK Those albums foster a powerful and profound connection to the 


listener, evoking a response that a summer pop anthem could never. 
Here, I highlight albums from each of the past six decades that 
masterfully tackle something inherently human:. 


THE KINKS, THE KINKS ARE THE VILLAGE GREEN PRESERVATION SOCIETY 
1960'5 (1968) HUMAN EMOTION: TRADITION 


Released on the same day that fellow Brits, the Beatles, released their 
sprawling, self-titled double album, the Kinks offered up a subdued, 
downright pastoral effort, conjuring up images of rolling countryside, Tu- 
dor houses and steam-powered trains. This is an ideal soundtrack for a 
stroll through pastures, or perhaps the Cook/Douglass campus, as a more 
accessible alternative. Far removed from the fuzzy riffs of *You Really 
Got Me,” Village Green is soothing and has made your humble author 
long for a simpler time, despite having never lived through one himself. 
Also of note: Green Day nicked the riff from “Picture Book" for their 
2000 single *Warning"—those cheeky bastards. 


ELECTRIC LIGHT ORCHESTRA, ELDORADO 
1970'S (1974) HUMAN EMOTION: FANTASY 


PINK FLOYD THE FINAL CUT 


With a cover greatly inspired by The Wizard of Oz, ELO's fourth studio 
album was their first to really click. Eldorado followed a protagonist bored 
of earthly life, who had the ability to ascend into a world of fantasy (the 
aforementioned Eldorado) in his dreams. This land of majesty draws 
from swatches of Camelot, Shakespeare and the like, granting the main 
character—and the listener—a joyful ride into the majestic and impos- 
sible. And the music is gorgeous! It’s hard to find any bit of 70s rock more 
beautiful than *Can't Get It Out of My Head.” Other ELO albums may 
have surpassed Eldorado commercially, but this rests as their artistic peak. 


1980'S (1983) HUMAN EMOTION: WAR 
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The Final Cut is the work of a man pained by the loss of his father in 
World War II and further agonized by what he felt to be meaningless 
bloodshed in the Falkland Islands, spurred on by Margaret Thatcher. Es- 
sentially a solo work by bassist and principal songwriter, Roger Waters, 
this record will sound very foreign to those only familiar with Dark Side 
of the Moon and others released around that time. The record is nearly 
a philosophical essay put to music, one that suggests the Final Solution 
should be applied to world leaders like Reagan, Brezhnev, and Begin, 
and begs for an answer to the question: “What happened to the post-war 
dream?” 


RADIOHEAD, OK COMPUTER 
1990'S (1997) HUMAN EMOTION: FUTURE CONCERN 


ረ When an album's first line reads, “In the next world war/ in a Jackknife 

4 4 juggernaut/ I am born again,” you know уоште in for something 

š different. This is one of the times I agree with Pitchfork из album 15 

amazing. What OK Computer is able to do 1s string together tales of 
thought control, political callousness, and prayer for alien abduction in a 
sonically groundbreaking and attractive package. Radiohead's also one 
of the only bands that could get away with a track of solely Macintosh 
Simple Text synthesized voice, and they push it to its fullest, spewing 
power-washed millennial colloquialisms that ring more hollow and 
faceless as the years pass. 


OF MONTREAL, HISSING FAUNA, ARE YOU THE DESTROYER? 
2000'S (2007) HUMAN EMOTION: MANIA AND MOOD SWINGS 


Kevin Barnes, front man and driving force behind of Montreal, had 
long eschewed personal writing for flights of fantasy with whimsical, 
alliterative characters like Mimi Merlot and Rose Robert. However, on 
this 2007 release, reeling from a separation from his wife, Barnes purges 
his mental instability in a spirited burst of electro-funk, vacillating 
% between pleas for antidepressants to ease his woes to posturing as 
Georgie Fruit, a hypersexual alter ego that name-drops entities like the 
“ССАА Booty Patrol." Whatever works for you, Mr. Barnes, works for us, 
as this album is incredibly catchy with lasting power beyond nearly any 
album from the last decade. The past is a grotesque animal, indeed. 


OKKERVIL RIVER, THE SILVER GYMNASIUM 
20105 (2013) HUMAN EMOTION: NOSTALGIA 


Even though Arcade Fire’s 2010 album The Suburbs is hailed as a 
nostalgic masterpiece, they fail to fully capture the concept the way Will 
Sheff of Okkervil River does. In eleven tracks, Sheff paints a picture of 
Meriden, New Hampshire in the mid-80s, with references to Walkmen, 
VCRs and Ataris in a way that refuses to come off as kitschy. The record 
is equal parts triumphant and heart-wrenching, and has gotten better 
with every listen (current tally: 47). You’ll find tales of lying in tents with 
your very best friends and tearful farewells as one of them goes off to 
college while the other stays home. As Sheff sings in “Down Down the 
Deep River“: “We can never forget; we can only remember.” 


MUSIC 
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MY FATHER AND | 


WORDS BY NICK ANDRE 
PHOTO BY M.A. NASER 


I'm not sure what most families do the day after 
Thanksgiving. I guess most families gorge them- 
selves on leftovers. Or perhaps collectively huddle 
in a tent outside of a Best Buy. Mine spends the 
entire day raking leaves. It has come to be known 
as the Raking Extravaganza. 

What this would-be holiday usually con- 
sists of 1s my two parents, my two sisters, older 
brother, and me raking leaves at the house we 
have in Long Island. My father inherited it from 
my great uncle, who left it to my father in his will. 
While that may sound extravagant, the smell of 
cobwebs and piss that still hasn't enürely left the 
house after 15 years of owning it will tell you the 
truth. While we may refer to it as a vacation home, 
it's really more of a shack that houses us, without 
cable or internet, when we want to go to the beach. 

This year, my mother would miss the now in- 
famous tradition. She would instead be driving her 
own mother 3 hours from Pennsylvania to New 
York. That left the brunt of the work entirely on 
my siblings, me, and my father. 

Driving down a two-lane highway at 7:00 
a.m. in dead silence, I couldn't help but imagine 
what we all must be thinking. This was the first time 
in memory that it had just been my father and us. A 
man and his offspring. A creator with his creations. 
He had just turned 60 the week before. While he 
really doesn't show it much, he is getting older. The 
creeping hairline and the bags that grow every day 
remind me of that fact every time I see him. He 
also has cancer. Not the kind he'll die from—prob- 
ably won't die from at least. His doctor described 
it as the kind that people get, but live with it until 
they're 80 years old and then die from old age. Still, 
cancer is cancer. 

I was thinking of this and how, in truth, I real- 
ly don't know my father. Sure, I know his job. And 
his birthday, even though I forgot to call him on it. 
But I don't know much more about him except the 
vague stories he tells me whenever we're driving 
alone together. And then, I don't listen. I think m 
afraid to listen. 

I mean, what could I really know about this 
man who created such different children, none of 
whom are extremely close to him, or each other. 
My brother played a varsity sport every season in 
high school, so that should really speak for itself. 
My once extremely social sister has become an 
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introvert terrified of leaving the house on certain 
days. And my younger sister 1s still trying to catch 
up, and carve her own place in our strange twisted 
dynamic that doesn't have her as the butt of every 
joke, although she does this quite defensively. 


THIS WAS THE FIRST TIME IN 
MEMORY THAT IT HAD JUST BEEN 
MY FATHER AND US. 


And where does that leave me. Pm neu- 
rotic, probably psychotic, and can't help but feel 
that Pm trying too hard to fit in when I know I 
never will. I look at my family and see a group of 
people who I love dearly, but feel helpless to try 
and convey that to. Maybe that's why Pm terri- 
fied to listen to my dad when he speaks so honestly. 
We all have memories of my dad. When he physi- 
cally would slap my younger sister for not leaving 
his bedroom at night, or when he literally threw 
me off of the kitchen table for leaving ice cubes 
out, which then melted, or when he made my older 
sister cry on her birthday. 

Or the time my brother was tired of it. He 
fought my dad. While I could describe the feeling 
of dread, the sinking of my stomach, the sheer ter- 
ror that my sister had in her voice, only three words 
are needed to describe that night: My brother won. 

When it’s just my dad and I, he talks in the 
past tense. T'hings he wanted to do are now things 
he should've done. There are certain things about 
his life he accepts he can't change, even though he 
wants to. What's even worse is that he doesn't seem 
upset about how very “glass half empty” he's be- 
come. He tells me that there's still time left for me. 
But somehow I don't believe him. 

We're all We're 
ing Were all not looking 


talk- 
forward to 


awake. al not 


the amount of raking we're about to do. 
In 40 years, when I’m his age and he's more than 
likely passed, I don't know where T'll be. How simi- 
lar my shoes will be to his. Whether my glass will 
be as full as his. Maybe that's what terrifies me 
most of all. g 
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THE SNAPSHOTS OF THE SOUL 


BY NIKKO ESPINA 


I have the deepest affinity for quotes and the signifi- 
cance behind them—of when they were said, to whom, 
about what, under what circumstances. The most recited 
and well-known come from famous thinkers, but I was 
inspired to gather quotes from people I know. My goal 
was to capture the unfiltered essences of my individual 
friends in their own words. I accepted anything that was 
living, candid, spontaneous, or painstakingly thought out 
and meditative. I craved the pristine, the crass, the holy, 
the unholy. I wanted to express the infinite dimensions 
of the individual thinker no matter what boundary was 
explored, because more often than not, ridiculousness 1s 


journey to discover the untouched depths of who I am. 
Every day has been a self-unraveling and semi-wrecking 
of the intimately constructed walls that have restricted 
me in my lustrous kingdom of innocence and startlingly 
green perception of what it means to live. Through this 
compilation, I sew a universal blanket of human connec- 
tion that threads back to my daily realization that I and 
everyone around me is on a precious, inimitable journey 
to wherever and whomever it is we are meant to be. This 
is my love letter to humanity, to the people I left back 
home, to the new friends I shall make here, and everyone 
else I have yet to meet in this life. 


genius and ugliness is beauty. 


I write this while studying abroad in Israel, on a 


I asked everyone to give me a piece of their soul/life 


philosophy and this is what I received: 


/IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIƏIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIƏIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIƏIIIIzIIŠZIIIIIƏIIIIIIIIIIIIIçIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIHII 


"Is the life I’m living the same life as 
the life that wants to live in me?" 
- Sidney W. 


"Every day is a sacrifice, 
whether it's worth it or not." 
- Jordan Wayne 


“If you are going to love me, know 
that I do not belong to you; I will do 
whatever the fuck I want to do, and no, T 
will not do my hair the way you like." 

- Alyssa Nicole 


"Does this blue lipstick make 
me look faggy? Yes? Good." 
- Ky Ostner 


"I'm your boyfriend AND your girlfriend.” 
- Randall Parker 


"ASSUMPTIONS ARE DEADLY, THEY 
CAN KILL AN OPPORTUNITY TO 
MEET SOMEONE AS AMAZING AS 
YOU." 

- Marco Reyes 


"Dating is weird. People are weird. 
It's all weird." 
- Elliot Stewart 


"I'm going to die alone 
just like I cum alone." 
- Meryem Uzümcü 


"['m gonna fill my bong with holy water 
and hopefully it will smoke all my sins 
away. Nobody realizes that we're just the 
garbage that the earth has to recycle." 

- Anthony Cavaliere 


"Doubt not the dim light in a 
dark room for it sparks up the flame for 
a new awakening and new life." 
- Anne Closa 


YI look forward to the night time when 


it's only God, me, and my dreams." 
-Stephanie Enriquez 
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"When I let go of what I am, I become 
what I might be." 
- Adaugo A. 


“I will not let my memories take me." 
- Abraham Linares 


"Everything is about connection and 
disconnection. The rest is arbitrary." 
- Vaishali Nayak 


"Think like an artist. Feel free 
to see the world however you please, 
free of judgment." 
- Stephanie Wong 


"Treat me kindly. I am fragile 
and important." 
- Jack H. 


"My secret is that everyone is cute, 
deep down in their hearts." 
- Clara Hung 


"Never worry about being embarrassed 
and make sure everyone is going to be 
OK.” 


- Vinny Maglori 


“Sometimes we lock our minds away 
because of other people’s perceptions of 
‘beautiful. 

- Kaitlyn Cannon 


"Doesn't matter if you are constantly 
persecuted for your beliefs, because the 
quiet seldom make history, and I'll be in 

fucking textbooks one day." 
- Peter Kharmandarian 


"We're all artists and the world is our 
canvas. See beauty in all that you seek 
and paint a picture of a life that has the 
makings to be a masterpiece." 
- James Torella 


"I lie awake each night because I can't 

decide which of the many stories in my 

mind I want to begin my dream with." 
- Natasha Sydor 


"Let your eyes capture 
what a camera cannot." 
- Robert Reyes 


"Let it go. Don't compromise 
your happiness for this." 
- Jason Zomback 


"I don't believe in what I should do. 
Only in who I must be." 
- Tyler Picone 


"Greatness isn't about everyone know- 
ing your name. Greatness is embodying 
unconditional love and letting it radiate 
on all people, places, and things." 
- Alyssa Krompier 


"As I've grown older, I've started 
avoiding anything that would be a lonely 
way to die." 

- Nick McNamara 


"Life starts at 120 MPH, 
and ends that way too." 
- Alyssa Cabrera 


"I dance to the icy wind of freedom." 
- Murilo Ortunho 


“I am the silent audience behind my show, 
waiting for me to come home." 
- Clara Hahn 


"It's weird being in this world of college 

and continually discovering who I am. It's 

like I’m watching a movie and then I re- 

member that I'm one of the characters." 
- Nikko Espina 


"Life is like a pizza. So amazing 
and filled with wonder and then the min- 
ute it's gone, you're like FUCK!” 
- Monica Gorycki 


"Life is many things. It's often shitty 
and has its precious few good moments. 
But ultimately, it's a gift. 
Remember that always." 

- Jose Sanchez 
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SPEAKING WITH 
SLEEP DEPRIVATION 


Worlds blend together 
jumble one after other 


another and...fuck 


HAIKUS 


WORDS BY TONI KWADZOGAH 
ILLUSTRATION BY VICTOR WONG 


ANXIETY IN SLOW 
CLASS DISCUSSIONS 


My hostile mind screams 


BRENTFORD 


overcast sky, dark 
clouds carved in two, trees blowing 
in the breeze, outside 


at me “stop fucking talking 


everyone hates you” 


church spire breaks the line 
of the winding M4, street- 
lamps jut from the roof 


it could rain, but we 
can’t stay in, we must move out 
sunlight bursts through, brief 


and goes to hide away 
again, a promise of what could come 


off Boston Park Road 


we will go, heels beat 
the pavement, heels borne to home 
or to food, who knows. 
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ON CREATIVE 
CRITIQUE 


WORDS BY TONI KWADZOGAH 
PHOTO BY NICK PERRONE 
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I was talking to my mother about season three of BBC's Sherlock 
and why it wasn't as good as the first two, and in the middle of 
me ranting about Steven Moffat's writing style, she said, “You 
know, when you start making things, there's gonna be some 
know-it-all film geek talking about you like that.” I wasn’t be- 
ing particularly harsh, but it did give me pause. 

My first response was, of course, “I’m gonna be making 
amazing shit.” But my second response was a twinge of fear, 
because wait, oh my god, people other than me are going to see the 
movies I make, which is something I wasn’t particularly cogni- 
zant of until she pointed that out. Being an artist is pretty great 
but also terrifying, because more often than not, you’re not 
just being creative for yourself. You’re also being creative for 
an audience, and sometimes the audience is made up of pre- 


tentious film geeks who 
will definitely be mean 
about your stuff. How 
do you handle some- 
thing like that? More 
importantly, how do 
you distinguish the b.s. 
noise from the genuine 
critique? 
Well, as 
son with a somewhat 
healthy perspectve of 
myself and my work, 


a per- 


I am happy to give 
you some free advice. 
Enjoy it now; when I 
start up my production 
company, ГЇЇ be charg- 
ing $5 per letter. 

The first and most 
crucial part of it is un- 
derstanding, and really 
recognizing and  ac- 
cepting, that a lot of 
the things you're gonna 
1000000% 
not going to be Citizen 
Kane. Or Hamlet. Or 
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make are 


“Bohemian Rhapsody. 
Or the “Mona Lisa.” 
'This (and yes, I know how hard it is to accept, but you 
gotta 1f you're gonna be an artist) means that you need to 
get very comfortable with the idea that a lot of things that 
you're gonna do will be resounding failures. It's a surpris- 
ingly comforting prospect because it frees you up to try 
pretty much anything. If you don't hang that burden of 
“must be brilliant, must be successful, must be ART TTTT” 
on yourself, then you get to try a lot of weird stuff out, and 
ultimately, you learn a lot about your work and yourself. 
And trust me, if you're not aiming to be brilliant 100% of 
the time, some of the things you make will be really great. 
Do you really think that the *Guardians of the Galaxy" 
comics were made by a bunch of dudes who were con- 
cerned about being Rembrandt? I think not. One of the 
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main characters is a talking raccoon, for fuck's sake. 

There's an inherent value in aiming for failure. There’s 
an inherent value in not caring about what that asshole 
film student thinks about your movies, or what that asshole 
internet commenter thinks about your fan art. But it’s also 
about knowing the difference between horrible commen- 
tary and genuine critique, which I think should be some- 
thing that everyone has to learn, both commentators and 
creatives alike. Not every piece of advice 1s genuine. Not 
every attack is hostile. And the fact of the matter is, there 
are always people who aren't going to understand your 
work. That's okay. You're beholden to yourself and every- 
one who likes your work. If they don't get it, fine. 

But that seems counterintuitive, you might say. 
Shouldn't it just be myself? Shouldn't I only care about 
how I feel? 

Yes and no. This is where filtering is helpful. Some- 
one telling you, “Your work is shit, you’re shit, never pick 
up a pen/camera/bass/whatever again, go die,” is NOT 
someone you want to listen to. Someone telling you, “Hey 
your short story/film/song/whatever means a lot to me, 
but you’ve done some problematic things like X, Y, Z,” 1s 
someone you DEFINITELY want to listen to. Because 
that is someone who is invested in your growth as a person 
and as an artist. That is someone who cares enough to tell 
you you're screwing up, and wants to help you back on 
the right path. Because, hey, we live in a toxic culture. We 
internalize toxic things without realizing it, and as a result, 
that seeps into what we make. A portrayal of a black per- 
son, or a woman, or a bisexual person may seem harmless 
to you, because, hey, you're not part of that marginalized 
group. But you could be relying on some very not-good 
stereotypes, and hey, if Гт a fan of your work (which Pm 
sure I will be, you're awesome!) Рт gonna want to tell you. 
Even if you don't mean to, you could be hurting a group 
of people. Representation matters more than you realize. 

So the moral of the story, kids, 1s embrace failure. Em- 
brace critique. Don't be like Steven Moffat. Learn how to 
filter. Drink plenty of water. Be kind to the people who 
care about you. And make cool stuff, because I need more 
work to critique. Фу 
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WORDS AND PHOTO BY 
OLYMPIA CHRISTOFINIS 


Have you ever had the luxury (or misfortune, depending on 
your disposition) of being a tourist in your own birthplace? 

You see, I began traveling back and forth to my birth- 
place, Cyprus—the largest island on the Mediterranean Sea— 
in the winter of 2011. I started off as a tourist on my own 
terrain and, to a certain degree, remain so. Being a tourist in 
my birthland was exciting and new, as there was much that 
was undetermined, mysterious, puzzling. After many trips to 
and fro, the euphoria of being a tourist waned. 

It was not until the eighth of January of this year, 
when my mother and I vacationed up in the North side in the 
town of Kerinya, that this euphoria made a full throttle come- 
back. Before I can begin recounüng my adventure, a short 
history lesson on the demographics and politics of the island 
is needed. In 1974, there was a Turkish invasion onto the 
northern terrain of the island which displaced many citizens. 
As a result, the island was split up into two sections, the north 
and the south. The south refers to the north as occupied ter- 
ritory. The north has its own autonomous government, sepa- 
rate from that of the south. To enter the north, you need to 
drive through the border control located in the divided capital 
of Nicosia. There you must present either your Cypriot-EU 
identity card, or passport of any nationality (oh, and do not 
forget your car insurance specific for travelling to the north!). 

Let’s just say that relations between the two halves 
are, well, tense. 
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My eyes could not believe how poor the infrastruc- 
ture was. It appeared as though the north was still stuck in the 
1970s. My iPhone camera worked hard that trip, snapping 
away, capturing the images of the dirt roads, the mountains, 
the beaches, and rugged waves. The euphoria took over—my 
hands would not put down the camera. Click. Click. The 
snapshots (and snapchats!) were endless, continuous. 

The weekend activities included visiting the old 
harbor of Kerinya, walking around the town, going out, din- 
ing like queens, and visiting Bellapis, a Christian monastery. 
'The most memorable part of our getaway was the visit to 
St. Hilarion Castle. The 10°-century castle was situated on 
the highest point in all of Cyprus—the view was spectacu- 
lar, breathtaking. The drive up the mountain scared the shit 
out of us. Windy roads with no trees to block off the view of 
the steep drop that hauntingly remained by our side as we 
drove and drove. Once we finally reached the summit of the 
mountain, peace and serenity ensconced my being. I felt re- 
connected to and proud of my heritage, despite being on the 
northern side. 

My ability to allow myself to become a tourist in my 
home country helped me see clearly once again and regain a 
deeper appreciation of life as it is important to embrace every 
moment to the fullest for everything 1s fleeting. © 


THE BLACK / WHITE 
COMPLEX 


WORDS BY SABRINA DEL PIANO 
ILLUSTRATION BY VICTOR WONG 


So lately, Гуе been subconsciously trying to better my- 
ѕе And I say subconsciously because І still can't be- 
lieve I am actually doing it. Maybe it’s a method of self- 
preservation against truly going off the deep end—God 
knows Гуе come more than close. 

Maybe it’s just time to start having healthy habits, 
to stop poisoning myself in more ways than one. 

I’ve actually been trying to feel for the first time. 
And by feel, I mean feel everything. The good, the bad, 
the painful—everything that I’ve tried to hide from and 
shut out before. 

I was numb. And feeling all of this shit is over- 
whelming as hell. But I know that I have to do it. There 
is something inside me that is leading the way. I don’t 
even have a choice anymore. 

Гуе been living with this weight all of my life. The 
fear of never being good enough. The fear of not fulfill- 
ing an expectation. Because if you fail, that means that 
people—your family, your friends—will not recognize 
you for anything but your failure. It’s not who you are; 
it's what you do that’s important. And behind that fail- 
ure is a pile of waste, a pile of nothingness. 


I'm done. 


This belief, this notion, this feeling of worthlessness that 
has been the stem of all of my issues needs to die. What- 
ever spawned this is in the past. And I need to remember 
that. 

See, I have this weird complex and I call it the black 
and white complex. It’s when I make myself believe that 
there are only two choices in my life. I either succeed 
in everything I do or attempt to do, or I fail with flying 
colors. 


And I do not take failure lightly. 


When I fail at even the slightest task, I take that slight 
failure and amplify it to no end until it consumes me 
and my entire life. 

Living like this has made me very quiet and re- 
served because I never want to say the wrong thing or 
look stupid in some way. 

Stop listening. Instead of two choices, think of two 
voices. You can choose to listen to the voice that sees life 
in black and white. Or you can choose to listen to the 
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other voice. The grey voice is grey only because it has 
rarely been used before. This voice seems so unfamiliar. 
It has been constantly battling with your devils. But this 
is the voice that you should listen to. And not because 
it’s the right thing to do, but because it is going to let 
you live. 


Do you hear me? It is going to let you live. 
Is there any better reason than that? I know that you 


look at life and look at the negatives first, but for once 
can you please just shut up about the negatives? Just shut 


the fuck up. 


NOW START NAMING THE POSITIVES: 


I grew up with independence. 

I grew up knowing what responsibility is. 

I grew up knowing what hard work is. 

I grew up knowing what empathy, humility, and compas- 
sion is. 

I grew up and didn’t turn to violence. 

I grew up and didn’t turn to medication. 

I grew up and didn’t turn to drugs or alcohol. 

I grew up and developed a passion. 

I grew up and graduated high school with honors. 
I grew up and got into a state school. 

I grew up and did everything on my own. 

I grew up with the belief in true love. 

I grew up knowing right and wrong. 

I grew up and I DID NOT FAIL. 


I did not fail. 
Saying that now sounds weird doesn’t it? It sounds unfa- 


miliar, but guess what? You better get used to the unfa- 
miliar because that is what keeps you going. © 
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